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Hannah Lonnen
8 November 2020
Essay 2 Final
ENGL 376
Elementary During a Pandemic

Walking into a building I used to be so familiar with, it suddenly felt brand new. I buzz
my way in and I am immediately greeted with some hand sanitizer. I walk into the main office
and see the familiar eyes from the ladies at the front desk. I can tell by their eyes that they
were happy to see me once again. I can tell in their voices and see in their eyes that they
wanted to hug me and greet me like they normally would. But, we all knew we could not in the
times that we are facing. Instead of a hug I am welcomed by a thermometer, inches from my
forehead and a pen that is now mine to keep. The ladies at the office said that they heard I was
going to be a familiar face again in the building. They said it in a way that they were preparing
for my arrival or for what type of state I would be in. I did not think about this statement for too
long at the moment. I revisited the thought a little later on in the day as to why they would
have to prepare me. At the moment, I was too concerned on being professional and for the
reason why I was truly in the building once again. I used my new pen to sign my name in and fill
out a survey asking me questions about my health and who I have been in contact with. I
received my pass and went along out of the office. As I was walking out I hear, “It’s good to
have a Lonnen in this building again”. I smile. Then, I remembered that she could not see my
smile. So, I politely replied with, “It makes me happy to hear that”. I then walk down towards
the hallway that has so many memories for me. I pass familiar faces, faces I have never seen
before, and faces that I might have seen before if it was not just their eyes I could see. I pass
the nurses offices where I can hear kids cough. I think to myself if they lied on their survey to
enter the building. I continue down the hallway where I see that sign and arrow, “Welcome to
Kindergarten”.

I continue down the hallway and more memories come to my mind. Many mornings and
afternoons spent here down this hallway. This hallway is where I realized that I wanted to be a
teacher. A teacher like my mom.
Even with all these memories, this hallway is so foreign to me. New teachers, new signs,
new rules. But, yet there was this sense of comfort I was experiencing that I was not expecting.
I have not stepped foot down this hallway let alone this building since my mom passed away in
the Spring of 2018, to visit with her last kindergarten class. When you lose someone, there is
this look that people will give you. A look of sorrow and some form of pity all in their eyes. My
mom’s old colleagues gave me this famous look as I walked down the hallway. I reach the
classroom where I will be doing my Kindergarten field work hours to be additionally certified in
teaching Pre-K and Kindergarten, known as early childhood extension. I never had the urge to
teach Kindergarten but once Fisher started offering the early childhood extension, I knew I
better take up the offer just in case an opportunity plays out that I could teach at the same
level as my mom. And be able to teach like my mom.
However, no one told me it would be my mom’s old classroom. Since I was commuting
from home this semester and with Fisher getting moved online, I got the opportunity to be able
to fulfill my hours within my hometown district, which is where my mom was a teacher in for
almost eighteen years. I stood there for a moment in disbelief that I would be spending my days
where my mom spent some of her last happiest moments at, doing what she loves. A new wave
of emotion came through my body. And I now realize what the office ladies were trying to
prepare me with.
The kindergarten teacher I was placed with was very close to my mom and taught a lot
like her. I was thankful to be able to have this experience with her. She welcomed me into her
new classroom. She must have sensed my emotion in my eyes as I was standing outside the
door. She said she would do anything to give me a squeeze right now. For once I was thankful
for COVID, because I knew as soon as she would put her arms around me it would be hard for
me not the break down and cry.
It was weird seeing this room though. At first, I thought it was because of the history I
had with this room. Was it weird to me because it was not my mom’s room anymore? Or

because her things were not in there anymore? Then it hit me. There was no color, there were
no posters, there were no signs. I remember one summer helping my mom paint her classroom
because she needed some pop of color. She loved the color green, she always said it brings you
luck. So of course, one of the colors she chose had to be green. She chose navy blue to fill in the
spaces between the green to contrast the colors. I asked Mrs. Fike why her room was so plain
and that there were no decorations. I wanted to ask what happened to my mom’s paint job but
I did not want to offend her sense it is now her classroom. She responded on with one single
word, “COVID”.
A classroom should have constant reinforcement and references throughout the room.
There should be a sense of classroom community. Especially, with students at such a young age.
This is the time where they are developing and learning so much, such a crucial age.
Kindergarten is where they set a foundation on learning and even how school in general works.
I sympathize for these kids. And these teachers. Especially because I know firsthand what these
rooms and teachers are capable of doing for their students. My mom loved to make learning
fun. This is something that I find myself doing when I make lesson plans. My mom however, had
a sense of doing it without second guessing it though. She knew what her students were into
that year and fit her curriculum around it. Which is something not a lot of teachers make time
to do.
I was confused to only see nine desks within the classroom. Where a typical
kindergarten classroom within this district is around twenty. The nine desks were spaced out six
feet apart with green tape on the tiles to ensure that the desks stayed that famous six feet
apart. The desks were allowed name tags but they could not be taped to the desks. The name
tags have to have the ability to move and hide from the deep sanitation that takes place every
night when everyone leaves. Which I come to find out is the reason why there cannot be
anything hanging from the walls of the classroom.
Mrs. Fike then shows me to her second classroom diagonal from her. There laid a
classroom identical from the other. No posters, no color, just desk and tape six feet apart from
each other. I remember this classroom being the home to Mrs. Klingzing, a teacher who has
now retired. During the pandemic, the kindergarten classrooms were split in half. However,

instead of hiring new teachers, the district expects one certified teacher to teach two separate
classrooms while a teacher aid is in charge of the other classroom, then switch back and forth
throughout the day. Even before a student stepped into the classrooms my head is spinning as
to how they are making this work, how can they? I desperately needed to see how the day
plays out.
I followed Mrs. Fike back into my mom’s classroom where she starts to sanitize the
students desk for their breakfasts. Once the desks were sanitized she puts on a face shield and
gloves to place a clear baggie of food on each desk. She then continues to do the same to her
second classroom. I stayed in her first classroom to try and see how the day is going to plan out.
I haven’t even been in the building for an hour and I already have so many questions, so many
concerns.
Mrs. Fike made it back into the classroom just in time for the first student to arrive. She
greets each student with an “elbow-five” and encourages them to grab some hand sanitizer as
they walk through the door. As the kids are entering the room I notice the ones who are eager
to be there and ones that look like they want to turn back around and go home. The kids know
what to do by now. They hang up their book bag in their cubbies, sign up for lunch on the side
of the magnetic file cabinet, and make their way to their desks to have their breakfasts. I then
realize that maybe they do not need a poster of a classroom agenda to know what to do. Or
maybe it is just because it is the only way they know.
The students take off their masks to enjoy their breakfast. As they are doing so Mrs. Fike
asks me to watch over them while she checks in on her second classroom. Once she left the
room I am flooded with typical questions that five year olds ask when they are meeting
someone new for the first time. “Why are you here?” “Are you going to be our new teacher?”
“Guess what I had for dinner last night” “What’s your favorite animal?” As I was answering the
questions, Mrs. Fike enters back into the room. I see a look of concern in her eyes. I did not
realize how when the students were talking to me, they were talking to me without a mask. For
a moment, I forgot that we are in a middle of a pandemic and I am not talking to mom’s
students like I used to in the past. I apologized to Mrs. Fike for encouraging conversation

without their masks on. Then I realized, how can you tell a five-year old not to talk for fifteen
minutes while they finish up their breakfast.
I sat down kind of embarrassed that I was the reason that the students got in trouble. I
then analyzed Mrs. Fike’s new classroom and found a picture of my mom and her beaming
smile tucked up on the shelf surrounded by her favorite, polka dots. How fitting that she found
a polka dot picture frame. I wanted to comment on it, but at the same time I did not want to
make Mrs. Fike feel uncomfortable. It was comforting to see that she had a piece of my mom
on display in a room that made her so happy throughout her life. Seeing my mom’s face looking
down on her old classroom reminded me of the moment when I told my mom that I wanted to
be a teacher like her.

Growing up from a family of teachers it was something that I always wanted to be too at
such a young age. I would go into my mom’s classroom as she was preparing for another day
and do circle time with whatever stuffed animals I could find. I would use her pointer and point
out the days of the week and ask questions to my students. Sometimes if I was lucky my mom
would let me use her teacher easel and write on her oversized paper. But, as I grew older and
started high school I wanted to do something that no one else in my family was doing. I wanted
to be a nurse, I wanted to do something that no one would expect of me. Everyone expected
me to be a teacher. I completed one full year of nursing school at Fisher. I held my own within
the courses and thought it was going to be my calling.
After my first year I helped my mom within her classroom starting off my summer
break. My mom put me in charge of a center group. One of the students was having a hard time
making the number 2, so I asked him if he liked candy canes. I drew a candy cane and asked him
to do the same. I then told him that the candy cane needs some support like a shoe so he does
not tip over and break. I added the line to my candy cane and he did the same to his now
making it a number 2. I notice my mom looking over at me and smirking. At that moment, I
realized what I wanted to do, I knew what was my calling.
As the students left for the day I was helping my mom clean up the classroom. Looking
down focusing on picking up the tiny pieces of papers that have floated to the ground from the

craft that day. I blurted out to my mom “I want to change my major”. My mom stopped dead in
her tracks and honestly looked so shocked. I was so determined and stubborn on doing my own
thing that I do not think she was expecting that. She moved her way to her chair where she sits
when she does circle time and where I taught many years ago and then she just does her
million-dollar smile.

I am welcomed back to reality with, Mrs. Smith, my mom’s old teacher aid welcoming
me back to the Kindergarten wing. We do some small talk, I ask how her husband is and she
asks how my younger siblings are doing. She also always pushes in to wanting to know how my
dating life is going. Mrs. Fike saves me and asks me if I would like to go with her to meet her
other students. I jumped up at the opportunity and followed her down the hall to Mrs.
Klingzing’s old classroom. I walk in and see half faces of kids who are eager to be there. You can
tell that they like being in school. I stand in the back watching Mrs. Fike teach a literacy lesson
working with the letter of the week, “a”. Mrs. Fike asked the students if they can think of words
that start with the letter “a”. All 9 of the students had their hands up with some suggestions for
Mrs. Fike to write on the front board that starts with the letter “a”. The lesson went on and I
was amazed on how the students were still focused and engaged while staying in their seats six
feet apart. Mrs. Smith returns and tells Mrs. Fike that it is time to switch.
I follow her to my mom’s old classroom and watch her teach the same lesson. However,
these 9 students had a hard time thinking of words that start with the letter “a”. Mrs. Fike put
up pictures on the board to try and give some clues. At this point some students were
understanding while others were not. I was amazed to see how one group got it with no
problem while the other group is still struggling with help of reinforcements. Before she could
finish the lesson, it was time for recess. Mrs. Fike looked at me so frustrated. Both classrooms
are allowed to participate with recess together because they will be outside. The students were
so excited to see their other friends from the other classroom. It was heartwarming and also
heartbreaking to see how they can only see each other if the weather is nice and they are lucky
to go outside for recess.

As we were walking out the doors for recess Mrs. Fike apologized and said she should
have warned me about her room change. I told her how it gives me a sense of comfort being in
that room once again. We had time to catch up and fill each other in on how crazy our lives
have been from COVID and just life itself. I asked her how she likes having two rooms and two
sets of students. She said how it has its perks and challenges. She likes being able to work with
small group and tailor on specific student’s needs. However, it is challenging because there is
not enough time within sections to teach the same material twice without having one group
missing out on something. It was good to talk to talk to someone who knows and respects my
mom and to give me the teacher advice I know my mom would give me. It has been hard going
through the education program without having that person who I know would help me out the
best with school and with life.
It is sad and kind of scary of the type of world that we live in today. Students need more
help and reinforcement at the Kindergarten level. It is hard to teach one section of students
who might need more help and more support than another. These students are getting cut
short in their learning. But yet we are all getting cut short one way or another with COVID.
However, it is encouraging to see the students who want to be there and want to learn. I am
constantly reminded of my mom and the amazing teacher she once was. Here I am about to
start my final semester of my education program to fill the big shoes she left. COVID or not I
strive to be a teacher my mom once was.

